SOVIET UNDERSTANDING
visits to Fascist Italy. When I see a tired, hungry
workman, badly housed, fed and warmed, in Italy I
bum with a terrible rage and hatred of Fascism. When
I see a tired, hungry workman, badly housed, fed and
warmed in the Soviet Union, I do not burn with rage
at all. In other words, I am not interested in the state
of things as they are when I see them so much as in the
direction in which these things are moving. Human
beings live, work and die. They enjoy themselves and
suffer. I envy some their good fortune. I thank
Heaven I am not in the shoes of others. The various
moods of man's experience surround us continuously.
I have seen the ordinary moods of human beings in
London, Paris, Rome, Vienna, Buenos Aires, Rio de
Janeiro, Havana and New York and in a host of other
places, for it has been my peculiar fortune to have
mooched about this world. I went all round South
America and far into the interior without running into
a single revolution, and I am too young to have seen
much either of the last war in Europe or even of the
strike in England in 1926. In other words, I have
watched human beings in their natural habitat, in the
ordinary business of living in various forms of
capitalist society, and I have seen ordinary daily living
in the Soviet Union. Yet, for strange reasons
understood perhaps only by psycho-analysts I have read